The Tragedie : 

Tar. A Hone (my foueraigne) for my feruice'done 
Kit. I pray thee peace, my foule is full of forrow. * 

Tar. 1 will not rife vnlefle your bighnelTe graunt. 

^ Km. Thenfpeakeatonce>what bit thou demaundft.* 
The forfeit (foueraigne)ofmy feruantslife, 

Who fi.w to day a ryotous gentleman. 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Noifiolke. 

Km. Haue I a tongue to doomc my brothers death, 

. And ihall the fame giue pardon to a flaue J 
My brother Hew no man,his.faulc was thought. 

And yet his punilliment was cruell death. 

W.hp fued to me for him/, who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my feete,an<i bad. me be aduifoei 
Who fpake of brotherhood J whoofloueJ ... 

W ho told me how the poore foule djd forfake 
The mightie Warivickc.and did fight for me i 
Who told me in the field by T euxburie. 

When Oxford had me downc,herefcued me, 
Andfaid,deare brother, hue and be along? 

Who told me when we both lay ip the fis Id, 

Frozen almoft to dcath,how he did lappe me, 

Euen in his owne garments,and gauehimfelfe 
All thin and naked to the numb cold night? 

All this from my remembrance bruitifh wrath 

Sinfully pluckt^and nota man ofyou 

Had fo much grace to putit inmyminde. mw*- \ *t 

But when your carters, or your weighting vaflailes 

Haue done a drunkeo flaughter,and defafte 

The precious Image of ow de^r e lLcdeeEner, 

You ftraight; arepn your knccs^ppatdon^rdon, 

And I vniuftly too, mud graunt it you : 

But for my brother,not amaft.ywuld ^e^c,; y w 
Nor J^dgracious) fp<ake istb rIO w 

For him, poore foule : The v a 

Haue bene beholding to him inhis hfe,^.,,. n c . 

Yet none of you would once plead Jot his lifg* :;m- ' 

Oh God,Ifeare thy iuftice will take bolde v 

On me, and you,3nd mine, and yours For this, . (Exit* 

Come Haftingsyhclpe me to roy clofet, ob poore Clarence. 



©f Richard the third. 

#/o t This is the fruite of rawnes : markt you not 
How that the guiltie kindred of the Queene, 

Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death. 

Oh, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 
To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt* 

Enter Tutches of York* with Clarence children. 

Boy. Tell me good Granam, is our father dead? 

Da/. No boy, ( br « ft * 

2toy.-Whv do you wring your hands and beat your 
And crie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne & 

Girle. Why do you looke on vs and fliakeyour head? 
And call vs wretches, Orphanes, caftawayes, 

If that our nob! e father be aliueJ 
Tut. My prettie Cofens, you miftakc me much, 

I do lament the ficknefle of the King t 
As loath to loofe him, not your fathers death: 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead. 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this : 

God will reuenge it, whom I will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that efftft. 

But. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and (hallow innocents. 

You cannot gefle who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, wc can : for my good V acle Gloceftcr 
Told me, the King prouoked by the Queene, 

Deuifd impeachments to imptifonhim.* 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

And hugd me in his arme,and kindly kift my cheebe, 

And bad me rehe on him a s on my father, 

And he wold loue me dearely as his childe. 

Tut. Oh that deceit fhould fteale fuch gentle fbapesj l 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile. 

He is my fonne, yea, and therein my ftiamc : 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

’Boy. Thinke you my Vncle did diffcroble, Granam? 
Dut. iBoy. 

BojX cannot thitnke it,harkc, what noife is this? 
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